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Baliiol invisibly but all-pcrvasivcly about us there
was a curious and stimulating effect of a meeting of
persecuted Early Christians in a catacomb/And so
my parents, if they had known it, had their reward*
Thanks to those unecstatic hours in the red-brick
church of Crowthorne, the ancient ritual had un-
expectedly come to mean my childhood to me and
my mind had begun to root itself in the oldest of
civilised traditions. It was Alfred Ollivant, for
example, who was saying, * Of course I soon found
that all the stuff one learns at one's mother's knee
won't do." Now Ollivant was an author and for
that reason alone (I was eighteen) I admired him
enormously, Owd Bob was the only work of his I
had read then, or indeed have read since; but he
was a live author and I was walking with him by
night. When years later I went to see Thomas
Hardy at Max Gate for the first time I was no
readier to admire and assent. There was almost
nothing Ollivant could have said with which I
would not have instantly and passionately agreed*
But this particular observation struck a faint chili
into me, I racked my brain for an appropriate reply,
but torn between my unconscious loyalties and my
profound respect for a writer I was reduced to an
oafish silence.

******
My nurse was nearly seventy when she came to us.
She wore a black widow's mantle and a black
widow's bonnet was tied under her chin with
ribbons. Her face was brown and wrinkled, with
sad, patient blue eyes. Her years with us, she used
to say, were the happiest of her life. She normally